the ear off the captain of the other team.
Even though the fighting in the Khyber hills
has its humorous side, the story of the pass is
a record writ in blood. Every night at dusk
the pass is closed to all traffic, and all those who
look forward to seeing another day are careful
to spend the night behind the wails of a fort or
a caravanserai. At the time of my last visit the
murder of two postal clerks took place a few
miles back, midway betxveen Fort Jamrud and
AM Masjid Gorge. The mails are carried back
and forth in military cars through the pass to
the various military camps. On this particular
occasion the car returning from Landi Kotal
to Jamrud was a little late. A band of brigands
lay in wait behiijd a boulder at one of the few
points where the road in the Khyber cannot be
seen by the lookouts from one of the many
forts. As the car swung round the bend, the
brigands fired. The two postal clerks in the
rear seat were killed outright. The native driver
was badly wounded. Both the mail-bags and
the chauffeur were yanked out of the car. So
fat as I know, the mails were never heard of
again. By the time troops had arrived from the
nearest post, the outlaws had disappeared up
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